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Impatient, but inarticulate, whereas this man gave expres-
sion to his feelings. That made him less terrifying.
"We must do this," said Pavel with a shake of his head.
"Give us the facts and we'll print a newspaper for you."
The mother looked at her son with a smile and shook
her head. Then, without a word, she put on her things
and left the house.
"Good! We'll give you the material! Write so simply
that even the cows will understand!" cried Rybin.
The door of the kitchen was opened and someone
came in.
"It's Yefim," said Rybin as he glanced into the kitchen.
"Come here, Yefim! This is Pavel. I told you about
him."
In front of Pavel stood a tall, fair-haired, broad-faced
boy wearing a short sheepskin coat, holding his cap in
his hands and glancing up at him from under lowered
brows. He gave the impression of being very strong.
"Glad to meet you," he said huskily, and when he had
shaken hands, ran his fingers through his straight hair. In
glancing round the room, his eyes fell on the books, and
he began to edge his way towards them.
"He's spotted them!" said Rybin with a wink to Pavel.
Yefim glanced round, then began to examine the books.
"What a lot of books!" he exclaimed. "And you prob-
ably have no time to read them. If you lived in the vil-
lage you'd have more time for that."
"But less desire?" inquired Pavel.
"Oh no, plenty of desire too," answered the boy, strok-
ing his chin. "The people have begun to use their brains.
'Geology.' What's that?"
Pavel explained.
"We don't need that," said the boy, putting the book
back on the shelf.
"The muzhik doesn't care where the earth came from,"
said Rybin with a loud sigh. "It's how it got parcelled out
that interests him. How the landlords stole it from under
his very nose. What difference does it make whether it

